A          BRUSH          WITH           REFUGEES

the front of the perambulator, and plodded forward
like a beast of burden.

" This is a side of war I never realised/' said the
youngest of the three Troop Commanders, averting
his eyes. He felt it a matter of delicacy to avoid
letting the little group round the perambulator
perceive the sympathy with which he had observed
them.

" Unless I'm very much mistaken we are going to
realise it presently in a way we shan't relish," snapped
the Major. " This is only a by-road. Yet the crowd
has been getting thicker and thicker every five minutes.
God knows what it'll be like on the main road. If
there's any truth in this rumour that the Government
have evacuated Brussels we'll find half the population
of the city sweeping this way, to say nothing of all
the fugitives from Louvain and Malines. The road
will be choked. I wonder how the devil the Battery
is going to get through when we do start moving."

He removed his tin-hat and glowered into the
crown of it. The Major's temper well-matched his
appearance which was exceptionally fiery. Short,
stiff, very red hair covered his head like bristles on a
brush. His eyebrows were of the same hot hue, and
his eyelashes only a shade lighter. His neat, clipped
moustache was, if anything, stiffer and more fiery
than his hair. Added to which, his complexion
looked as if it had been baked to a brick-red in a kiln.
In build the Major was short and wiry, and his general
resemblance to a watchful and aggressive Irish terrier
could scarcely be missed.

" If the Germans calculated beforehand on this sort
of thing happening, then they've got brains," he
continued. " A mob such as I expect to find on the
main road is worth a division to them in holding up
our troops. I suppose it's the same all along the
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